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Joe plodded up the stairs towards his little bedsit, a carton from the Co-op with some groceries as well as a 
six-pack from the off-licence in his arms. Rehearsal had run late, given that they were trying to get in as 
much practise as possible ahead of recording their first album, but he didn't have anything but half a loaf of 
bread and a packet of crisps left in his cupboards, so he had to stop off at the shops or else a pub before 
going home if he wanted a decent meal. Despite being tempted by the pub, he knew he could get food for five 


or six meals for the same cost as one meal and a couple of pints at the local, so he went shopping. 


As he juggled the carton to pull out his key in the dim hallway, he heard a rustling and a soft sound of 
discomfort, then the quiet and uncertain voice of his bandmate and boyfriend of six months. "Joe? D'you mind 
if | come in for a bit?" 


"Steve? Of course, as soon as | find my key," Joe answered. He shifted the box to hold it between his hip and 
the wall so he could dig out his key and unlock the door. He did so and opened the door. "Go on in, the light 
switch is to the left" He shifted to let Steve go ahead of him, then juggled the carton once more to carry it 


inside. 


Steve entered the bedsit and turned on the light. Once Joe followed him into the little flat, he shut the door 
behind them and locked it as his boyfriend took the carton over to the cupboards. 


Joe put the beer and the couple of other things which needed to be there into the refrigerator, then left the 
carton on the counter and turned to greet his boyfriend properly. "I'm surprised you're here, but it's a 
welcome one,’ he said as he turned, then his jaw dropped as he took in Steve's appearance. "Bloody hell, Steve, 
what happened?" His boyfriend sported a black eye and stood slightly hunched, his arms folded in a defensive 
posture. He also kept his weight on just one foot, keeping the other just barely in contact with the floor. 


Steve looked down, his cheeks burning. "Got into a fight with Da," he mumbled. "He wants me to quit the band. | 
told him no, so he took a swing at me. | tried to get away and he pushed me down the stairs. After that, he 
locked me out of the flat." 


"Bloody fucking hell," Joe said. "Got half a mind to go over and have it out with your da myself" He picked up 
Steve, staggering a little, and carried his boyfriend to the bed. "Lets see how bad this is." 


"You don't have to, Joe, I'll be okay," Steve said, his voice resigned. "Not like I'm not used to this! 


"You shouldn't be used to it," Joe said seriously. "You don't deserve this, no one does." He dropped to his knees 
beside the bed, removing his boyfriend's trainers and socks. One ankle was swelling rapidly, but nothing 
appeared to be broken when Joe looked it over carefully. "Right, this looks sprained, so you're not moving from 
where you are now, not unless you need the loo," he told Steve. "Let me wrap that up for you and get some 
ice for your ankle and eye, and some paracetamol, that's the best | got for a pain reliever. Are you injured 


anywhere else?" 


"No, | don't think so," Steve said. Then he sighed. "I should've just kept my mouth shut. | know what he's like. 
And | was more worried about protecting my hands than fighting back, y'know? Since we're going into studio so 


soon and all." 


"It don't matter. You shouldn't have to keep your mouth shut," Joe told him. "You're eighteen, and you're 
earning money and paying your way, so he's got no call to tell you what to do anymore" He got up and gave 
Steve a soft kiss. "Ill be right back with the wrap, some ice, and some paracetamol. What's more, you're more 
than welcome to stay the night, give his temper time to cool, yeah?" He stepped into the loo to grab the 
painkiller and the wrap bandage, then grabbed a beer on his way back across the room. He handed the 
paracetamol and beer to Steve, then started wrapping his boyfriend's sprained ankle. When he finished, he 
propped the ankle up on a couple of cushions purloined from the small sofa opposite the bed. 


Steve shook a couple tablets out of the bottle and washed them down with a swig of the beer. "You... you 


really don't mind me staying over?" he asked, sounding hesitant. 


"| don't just ‘don't mind’ you staying over, Steve, | want you to stay. | love you and want to know you're safe 


and well," Joe said. Then he blushed as he realised exactly what he said. 
"You.. you.." Steve stared at Joe in shock. "Really?" 


"Yeah, really," Joe said. "| love you. 


"| love you, too, Joe," Steve said softly. He reached out to pull his boyfriend close enough to kiss softly. "And 
y'know, hearing it blurted out like that feels better than if you said it with some big romantic gesture. Thank 


you." 


Joe smiled and stole another kiss. "I'm glad, love. So you'll stay?" 
"Yeah, I'll stay," Steve said softly. 


"Right, then, let me get that ice, then I'll make something for supper,” Joe said. He got up and dug in the 
freezer compartment of his refrigerator, grumbling and putting three ice cubes into one tea towel, and 
wrapping a bag of frozen mixed vegetables in another. He returned to Steve and settled the frozen mixed 
vegetables over his boyfriend's ankle and handed him the tea towel with ice cubes to hold against his black eye. 
‘Ive only got a two-hob hot plate to cook on, but | can do up tinned tomato soup and grilled cheese 
sandwiches? Or bacon and eggs, if you'd prefer." 


“Tomato soup and grilled cheese sounds brilliant," Steve said with a smile. "You're far too good to me, Joe." 


"No such thing," Joe said. "| just want to make sure you know how much you mean to me" He kissed Steve 


gently and stood up. "You relax whilst | cook, love." 
"Yeah, all right," Steve agreed. "Thank you for everything.” 


Joe ruffled Steve's blond hair with a smile, stole one more kiss, and busied himself heating the soup and making 
the sandwiches. He had a pair of small folding tables which he set up beside the bed, then brought the food 
over. He sat near Steve's elevated foot as they ate and indulged in some light conversation about their 
upcoming trip to Startling Studios in Berkshire to record their first album. Once they finished, Joe made quick 
work of the washing up. 


"Have you got a guitar here?" Steve asked. "I've got an idea that I'd like you to hear - | know it'll not go on this 
album, but maybe for the next one?" 


"Yeah, | do," Joe said. "| just keep it under the bed so there's less chance of it getting damaged if any of the 
blokes come over." He gave a little sideways grin and added, "And by ‘any of the blokes‘ | mostly mean Pete. | 
trust Sav and Rick not to muck about with my things, but Pete's usually pissed enough that he'll just pick up 
anything that takes his attention. He already cracked my old acoustic, back before you joined up, so I'd rather 
he not get his hands on this one." 


"Yeah, understandable,” Steve agreed. "ld not want him mucking about with my gear either after that.” 
Joe pulled out the guitar and he and Steve spent a couple of hours working on some new material. After that, 


he helped Steve to the loo to perform his evening ablutions. After settling his boyfriend back in bed, he took 


care of his own business. 


Joe stripped to his pants before sliding into the bed next to Steve, noting that his boyfriend had also stripped 


to his pants, and wrapped his arm around Steve's shoulders. "How are you feeling, love?" he asked quietly. 


"A lot better," Steve said. "Just getting to stay off the ankle since getting here helped, and so did the wrap and 
the ice. Thank you, love." He paused, blushed, and quietly asked, "Joe? | know we've snogged a lot, but.. have 


you.. have you done.. anything else?" 


"Yeah, | have," Joe said. "Back in school, | had a.. a shag-mate. It started out as just snogging, but that's what 
made me realise | like blokes, y'know? And so we just.. kept experimenting until we shagged, and we liked it 


enough that we kept doing it together until we both left school. Does that bother you?" 


Steve shook his head. "No, I'm kind of glad, actually. lt probably sounds stupid, but | like that you know what 
you're doing." He leaned in and kissed Joe deeply, purring softly and running fingers through his boyfriend's hair. 


Joe gave a soft sound of pleasure as he slowly pulled back from the kiss. "Tell me what you want, love," he 
said softly as he trailed one hand over Steve's chest, mapping out the lean muscles. He felt his boyfriend 
shiver lightly even as he arched up into that teasing touch. 


Steve moaned softly. "You," he whispered. "| want you to take... no, | want to give myself to you. | want to feel 


you inside me. Will you teach me?" 


"God." Joe's breath hitched. "You really want me tonight? God knows | want you." He shoved his pants down, 
grabbing Steve's hand and guiding it to his achingly hard cock. "Feel how much | want you, love." He gasped and 
moaned as his boyfriend's slender fingers wrapped around him. 


Steve shivered once more as he caressed his boyfriend's shaft, fingers tracing over the rock-hard flesh. His 
own cock strained eagerly against the fabric of his pants as he pressed closer. "Yes... please, Joe," he 


whispered, kissing and sucking where his lover's neck met his shoulder. "| want you to fuck me." 


Joe moaned as he tugged at Steve's pants, even as he nuzzled and licked at his earlobe. He ran both hands 
over his lover's firm arse, his fingers ghosting lightly along the split. "Mm.. hold on a minute" he murmured. 
"Need to get something first." He rolled out of bed and darted into the loo, returning a moment later with a 


bottle of lube and a towel. "Okay, now we're good." 

It took Steve a moment to register Joe's words. "Huh? Oh... yeah.." he agreed a little breathlessly. His eyes 
followed his lover across the room and back, his breath hitching a little at the sight of Joe's erection He licked 
his lips as his boyfriend slid back into bed beside him. 


"Yeah," Joe murmured. He moved between Steve's legs, coated his fingers with the slick substance and gently 


eased one into his lover's tight passage. "How's that?" he asked, watching Steve for any signs of distress. 


"Oh!" Steve pressed back eagerly on that invading digit. "So good." 


Joe brushed Steve's hair to one side, to kiss his neck as he carefully added a second finger and then a third, 
working gently to prepare his lover's body for penetration 


Steve moaned when Joe's fingers brushed a particularly sensitive spot inside him, his cock twitching eagerly 
every time Joe hit that place. "God, Joe... right there.. more.." Then he gave a mewl of protest when Joe pulled 


his fingers out again. 


He smiled at Steve's soft sound of protest as he withdrew his fingers. Swiftly coating his cock with the lube, 


he positioned himself at Steve's entrance. "Last chance to change your mind," he murmured. 


"Joe." Steve pleaded. "Need you... love you.." He reached up, caressing his lover from shoulders to hips, pausing 
to toy with Joe's pebbled nipples as he brought his hands back up again He gasped in pleasure as Joe pressed 
forward, slowing filling his passage, then moaned as his lover reached between them with slick fingers to 


caress his own throbbing cock 


"Steve.. feels so good.. love you.." Joe moaned, thrusting slowly into his lover's tight passage. He sucked hard 
on Steve's neck, leaving a mark as he stroked his lover's cock faster. "Come for me, love," he whispered. "So 


hot and tight.. wanna make you feel good." 

Steve gasped as Joe changed the angle of his thrusts and brushed against that sensitive spot which made him 
see stars with every movement. "God.. Joe.. more.." he panted out, all coherent thought lost. Thrusting up 
harder on his lover's cock, he felt his balls tighten. "Gonna.. come... Joe.. ohhhh!" He shuddered as the most 
intense orgasm of his life tore through him, coating his lover's hand and his own stomach with his essence. 
Joe strained forward, spilling deep within his lover's passage. "Steve.. oh God.. Steve!" He pulled out slowly and 
carefully, then grabbed the towel and mopped them both up, tossing it aside and then pulling his boyfriend into 


his arms. 


Steve wrapped his own arms around Joe and pressed close, lifting his face to capture his lover's lips in a soft 
kiss. "Thank you, Joe," he whispered. "That was brilliant. You're brilliant" 


"Oh, Steve.. thank you," Joe said. "Im not best pleased that your da chucked you out like that, but I'm very 
glad you trusted me enough to come to me when he did" He hesitated, then asked, "Would you wanna move in 
here with me?" 

"Really?" Steve breathed, his eyes wide. 

"Really," Joe confirmed, a soft smile on his face. "I'd love to go to sleep beside you every night." 


"Yes," Steve said, smiling in return. "I love you, Joe." 


Joe kissed him tenderly. "I love you, Steve" 


